Inaugural Parade

music now tickles the ear, and ambiguous figures loom, out of
Little Nemo's Adventures in Slumberland. Some seem half-
Indian, half-angel, with feather headdresses that sweep to the
ground5 others (who get big applause) have hoods with spiky
dorsal fins, like Martians in the barbershop weeklies 5 and all
are clad in pale flowing female robes, tinted with celestial pinks
and blues and making an effect of unpleasant iridescence such
as sweat sometimes leaves on white shirts. As they move, they
tease mosquito-buzzing dance music out of xylophones, banjos,
guitars and violins. Interspersed are the Loew's Theaters Cadet
Band; a drum-major who can juggle two batons; and a drunk
with Leon Errol rubber legs, who ricochets back and forth and
shakes hands with the people on the sidelines.

A small group from the Virgin Islands, soberly uniformed
and quietly behaved, and a float of chilly-looking trained
nurses, incongruously end the procession.

If the parade went on any longer, it would be too dark to
see, too cold to stay out. And you are glad when it is over, any-
way. The America it represented has burst, and as you watched
the marchers, you realized that it had been getting sillier and
sillier all the time.

The America of the boom definitely died today, and this is
the ghost it just gave up.

VL Shaw at the Metropolitan
IT was with feelings uncomfortably mixed that one listened
to Bernard Shaw at the Metropolitan Opera House.
The most effective way to present the scene would be to use
modern movie technique. First show the figure of Shaw in all
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